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For woman is  no longer confined to the gyne-caeum.     Stoic   philosophy and Christian  religion have won freedom for her.     And now she leans proudly back in her litter, her hair rising into a tower, bristling with points and bars of gold, her eyes  dilated  with antimony,   her   eye-lashes  and eye-brows dyed, her lips a brilliant and refreshing vermilion—she has been, chewing wood   to  provoke the saliva,—her face and neck coated with white,  the  price of a forest hanging   from  her ears, her tunic a stiff mass of cloth of gold ; or perhaps she is a Christian, and a crowd of urchins foliowa gazing at the wonderful embroideries on her   silk   mantle,   representing   the   poverty   of Christ,  and   the   sorrows  of Job^  and   so  forth. Here  a  widow, or a  divorced  (perhaps for the tenth time)  matron, is borne sedately along, the whole army   of her slaves,  even to the kitchen-slaves,  marching before the litter, and a second army, of eunuchs, bringing up the rear.    There a pedagogue leads along her children, their shoes made to creak nicely,  their hair dyed red, their faces painted like her  own.    At one moment the sun glitters on the jewelled fingers and buckled and perfumed locks of a Christian priest, and the next it flashes on the painted face and the gay